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Chapter Vlj

TOWARD THE WESTERN STANS

ENEYA is a good polnt
from which to plan flight
to any part of the world,
for there at the top of
Europe the whole contl-
neotal rullway systein \s

easily within your grasp, and you may

make your cholce of =alling ports. 1t

Is, to be sure, rather out of yonr way

to seek 2 ship at Liverpool unless you

expect to gain some particular advan r

tage in dolng so. Mr. Johin Armitage
huarried thither In the most breathless
haste to catch the King Edward,
whereas be might bave taken the Tou-
raine atl Cherbourg and saved himself

& mad scamper, but his satisfaction in
fnding himself aboard the King Ed
ward was supremeoe. He was and s, it
may e =ald s man who salutes
passing days right amiably, no matter
bow samber their colors
Bhirlevy ( borne and Captaln Rich
ard Clalborne, her brother, were
deck watching the shipping in the Mer
s¢y a8 the big steamer swung into the
channel
1 hey =erved Dich t
kave shaken off all your trans
sultors That little Cit e d
ensier than 1 bhad expec Fle r
turned up after we left Florer
I'm t wh sure that we
find him at wk In New Yo ]
that mysteri Arn who = t
0 much rallway fare w us
about and w almost booght
watch in Genpeva, really disappoints
me His persistence had actually com
pelled my admiration. For a g
blower he was falrly decent, t)
and better than a '--'f.-'.' these
with atTon titles ™
h., my large brother, 1 have a oon
on to make,” said Shirley Please
induige in great oaths or stn
» In this sturdy deck, but there |
owers In my stateroom”™
Probab the Liverpool
sul. He's been pestering father to he
him get A transfer to a less g
Bole.”
1 1 shall wself 1 |
the nt |

are orchids ror
Mr. Armitage's

excite you?

“It makes me sick”™ and Dick hung | u
hen v m the rall and glared »
passing tug

“They are beantiful orchids, 1
remuember w n orchids have hapy
to me before, Richard—In such g
tles, Now, you really dldn't disag
of bim so much, did you? This is nir
ably goodby forever, but e wasn't =so
bad, and be may be an American, aflt
all’

“A commotn adventurer! Such fe
lows are alwaras turning ug ike bLad
peunles or a one e¢xed dog. 17 1 sh 1
aee him agnin™

“Yes, Richard, If you should meet
agaln™—

“I'd ask him to be good enough t
stop following us
aisted I shiould muss him up™

“Yes: I'm sure you would protoct me
from his lmportunities at nuy hazand
mocked Shirley, tuming and

about, and 1f he per

agalnst the mil so that she looked
along the deck eyoud bher brother
#talwart shoulders

“Don’'t be silly,” observed Dlck
wlhose eyes were upon & trim yacht
that was steaming slowly beneath
them,

“1 shan't, but please don't be violent!
Do not murder the poor man, D
dear” —and she took hold of his arm er
treatingly—*""for there he ls—as tall aud
mysterions as ever—and me found gull
ty with a few of his orchids plnned to
my Jacket!™

*“This I1s good fortune, indeed”™ =ald
Armitage a moment later when they
had shaken hands. “I finished wmy or
rand at Geneva unexpectediy, and here
I am.”

He smiled at the feebleness of his
explanation and Jolned {n thelr passing
comment on the life of the bharbor. e
was pot so dull but that he felt Dick
Claiborne's resentment of his presence
on board. He knew perfectly well that
his acqualntance with the Clalbornes
was too slight to be severely strained.
particularly where a fellew of Dick
Clalborue’s high spirit was concerned
He talked with them a few minutes
Jonger, then took himself off, and they
saw little of him the rest of the day,

Armitage did not share thelr distine-
tion of a seat at the captalun’s table.
and Dick found him late at might In
the smoking saloon with pipe and book.
Armitage nodded and asked him to sit
down.

“You are a sallor as well as a sol
dler, captain. You sre fortunate |
always sit vp the first night to make
sure the enemy doesn't lay bold of me
in my sleep.”

He“tossed his book aside, had brandy
and soda brought snd offered Clal
borne a clgar,

“This I8 not the most fortunate sen-
son for crossing. 1 am sure to fall to-
morrow. My father and mother hate
the sea particularly and have retired
for three days. My sister is the only
one of us who Is perfectly immune.”

Dick Claiborne was & good denl
amused at finding himself sitting be
side Armitage—enjoying, indeed, his
fellow traveler's hospitality, but Armi-
tage, he was forced to admit, bore all
the marks of a gentleman. He had, to
be sure, followed Bhirley about, but
even the young man’s manger in this
was hardly a matter at which he could

cavil, And there was something alto-
gether llkable in Armitage. His very

not wasted on the young officer.
Armitage was thinking rapidly of
something he had suddenly resolved to
say to Captain Claiborne, He knew that
the Claibornes were a family of dis-
tinction. The father was an American

diplomat and lawyer of wide reputa-
tiom. The family stood for the best of
'which America s eapahle, and they
| were homewsard bound to the Amer-
| lean eapital, where thelr social position
|and the father's fame made them con-
| Eplcuous

Armitage put down his ecigar and
bent townnd Claiborne, speaking with
diet directness

“Captaln Claiborne, 1 was Introduced
at Geneva by Mr. Singleton.

|
to you

Yon may have observed me several
times previously at Venice, Rome,
Florence, Paria, Berlin 1 certainly
BAW yoOu 1 shall not deny that 1 In-
tentionnlly fol-

a lowed you, nor™
;’:,) —John Armitage

e | smiled, then

: ! - ErTew grave

nguin ‘can 1

make auy ade-

quate apology
for doing xo.™
Clalborne
looked at Arm!
fuge wondering
| 1_\ ‘I e mnan's
! attitudennd tone
were wholly se-
! rious and com
pelisd respect
: Clnthurne nind
ded 1 W AW | ar that he

|  Clathorne nodded He felt tl r
e B Lis cheeks consclously as
Al tage touched upon this matter

“1 gpeak to you as 1 do because it 18

3 ight » know who and what [

| ri ) it on the King Edward
! N | ti L) ,;:'I‘ln

to Wasl gton because your sis

this

of himself

15 most ex-

know that 1 eare

By listenln 1

iraging you to follow

us. It's altogether too unusual. 1It's
almost proposterous.™

And Dick Clatho
but Armitage

them to be requir
at Trinity college, Toronto
, ¥Year at the Harvard law school. And
\1 ni not a beggar utterly I own A
ch in Montana that aclually pays
: a thousand acres of the I« o
lane 1 Nebirnska Al Lthe
and Trust company
! have securitios to i«
fm:-. nt—I am perfect! hat
! any on who s at all 1id
ll:--.-- » of the trust company officer
a8 to wy standing with them. If 1
i Were asked to state my occupation, 1
should have to say that 1 am a cattle
berder—-what youa a cowhoy 1
can make my v the practice of
the bus 58 nl any whaore I
New Mexico north to the Canadlan
line. 1 flatter myself that [ am pretty
Food at It." and John Armitage smiled
auid took a elj » from a box on the |
table and lighted it

IMck Clalborne was greatly Interested
in what Armitage had sald, and he
struggled between an inclination to en-
courage furthier confidence and a feel-
ing that he should, for Shirley's sake,
make It clear to this young stranger
that It was of no consequence to any
member of the Clalborne family who
he was or what might be the extent of
his lsnds or the unimpeachable char-
acter of his fnvestments, Buat it was
not 8o easy to turn aside a fellow who
was so big of frame and apparently so

Armitage And there
further conslderation

was, wo, the
that while Ar-
mitsge was volunteering gratuitous in-
formation and assuming an interest in
his affairs by the Clatbornes that was
wholly unjustified, there was also the
other slde of the matter: that his ex-
planations proceeded from motives of
delicacy that were pralseworthy, Dick
was puzzled and piqued besldes to find
that his resources as a big protecting
brother were so soon exhausted. What
Armitage was asking was the right
to seck his sister Shirley's hand in
marriage, and the thing was absurd.
Moreover, who was John Armitage?

The question startled Clalborne into
a reallzation of the fact that Armitage
bhad volunteered considerable informa-
tion without at all answering this ques-
tion. Dick Clalborne was a human
being and curious.

“Pardon me,” he asked, *“but are you
an Englishman?’

“I am not,” answered Armitage. “I
have been so long In America that I
feel as much at home there as any-
where—but I am neither English nor
American by birth. I am, on the other
hand"”—

He hesitated for the barest second.
and Claiborne was sensible of an in-
tensification of Interest. Now at last
there was to be a revelation that
amounted to something.

“On the other hand,” Armitage re-
peated, “I was born at Fontaineblean,
where my parents lived for only a few
months, but I do not consider that that
fact makes me a Frenchman. My
mother is dead. My father dled—very

recently,. I have been In America

|
1 Diek.
'less than thank you, Mr. Armitage.”

|
' breakfast food advertlsement. My idea

Sane and so steady of purpose s this'

AL - " “- biag r ‘_':‘__ v i il-." o

" 1E K (CH ONT PL y
be bave a tith. My distinction is that | bad been pitcbed usually i
I am a foreigner without one!” Johu | frivolous key, or, If one were disposed
Armitage lnughed, to be serious, the other responded In &
“It 18, indeed, a real merit,” declared | note of levity.

Mmhltmmm
ed of him. 1In spite of himself he

tense, and he had been won by the evi-
dent sincerity of Armitage’s wish to
appear well in his eyea.

“And now.” sald Armitage. “1 assore

yon that [ am not in the habit of talk-
Ing =0 much about myself—and if you
will overlook this offense 1 promise not
to bore you again”

“1 have been Interested,” remarked
“And,” he added, “1 cannot do

Armitage began talking of the Amer-
lcan army—its strength and weak-
nesses—with an intimate knowledge
that greatly surprised and Interested
the young officer, and when they sep-
arated presently it was with a curlons
mixture of lking and mystification
that Claiborne reviewed thelr talk.

The next day brought heavy weath.
er, and only hardened seagoors were
sbroad. Armitage, breakfasting late,
was not satisfied that he had ncted
wisely In speaking to Captain Clal-
borne; but he had, at any rate, eased
In some degree his own coneclence,
and he Lad every intention of seeing
all that he could of Shirley Clalborne
during these days of their fellow voy-
aging
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me 1 crosas "™ sal
Shirley. “What

W >
| N m out there In the west
i N i8a an undiscovered
: country

tevy.™
“Then 1 shall have to

part of rebx

umbus  every

lles

take the us and
a ing ¢rew. There ls no America,
and we're sure to get into trouble If
we don’t turn back.™

“You shall be clapped Into irons and
fed on bre and turned
aover to the Indinus as soon as we reach

v f"

“Don’t sterve me! Let
the yaurdarm at once
I choose the hour fmmediately after
dinner for my obeegnies™

the

1 bt

ad water aod

me hang from

or walk the piank

They were silent for a moment, eon-

tinuing thelr trump. Falr weather
was peopling the decks Dick Cilal-
borne wns engrossed with a vivacious
Caltfornia girl, and Shirley saw him
only at meala, but he and Armitage
held ulght seeslons In the smoking
rootn, with fncreased liking on both
=liles

Armitage saw something of all the

Clalhornea every day In the pleasant
Intimacy of ship life, and Hilton Clal-
MInE man an inter

esting tnl dge Clalborne is, as
every one knows, the best poated
Americean of his time In diplomatic

bistory, and when they were together
Armitage suggested toplcs that were
well enlenlated to awaken the old law-
yer's Interest.

Shiriey and Armitage talked
ple will on shipboard
under the sun.
were In then

a8 o
of everything
Shiriey’s euthusiasms
1selves Interesting, but she
was Informed In the world's larger af-
fairea, a8 became the danghter of a
man who was an authority In such
matters, and fournd it pleasant to dis-
cuss them with Armitage. He felt the
poetic quality in ber. It was that
which had first sppealed to him, buot
he did not know that something of the
same sort in himself touched her, It
was enough for those days that he
was conurteous and amusing and galned
a trifie In her eyes from the fact that
he had no taugible background

Then came the evening of the Ofth
day. They were taking a turn after
dinner on the lighted deck. The spring
stars hung faint and far through thin
eclonds, and the wind was keen from
the sen. A few passsngers were out

, The deck stewards went nbout gathor-

Ing up rugs and chalrs for the night

*Time oughta't to be reckoned at all
at eea, so that people who feel them-
selves geiting old might sall forth into
the deep and defy the old man with
the hourglass.”

“T llke the Hdee. Such peopla could
become fishers—permanently and grow
very wise from so much braln food.”

“They wouldn't eat, Mr. Armitage.
BErain food forsooth! You talk llke a

—mine, please note—ls for such fortu-
nite people to sall in pretty little boats
with orange tinted salls and pick up
lost dreams. [ got a hint of that In a
pretty poem once—
*Time seemed (o pause a litile space
I heard o dream go by.”

“But out here In midocean a little
boat with lateen salls wouldn't have
much show. And dreams passing over
—the Idea s pretty and is creditable to
Your Imagination. But I thought your
fancy was more militant Now, for
cexample, you like battle pictures,” he
sald. *“That was a wonderful collec-
tion of military and battle plctures
shown in Paris last winter.”

She half withdrew her hand from his
arm and turned away. The sea winds
did not wholly account for the sudden
color in her cheeks. Bhe bad seen Ar
mitage In Paris—In cafes, at the opera,
bnt not at the great exhibition of the
world famous battle plctures, yet un-
doubtedly he bad seen her, and she
remembered with Instant consclous
ness the hours of absorption she had
spent before thos: canvases.

“l was in Parls during the exhibl-
tion,” he sald quietly. “Ormsby, the
American painter—the man who daid
the 'High Tide at Gettysburg'—is an
acquaintance of mine.”

“Oh!™

It was Ormsby's paluting that had
particularly captivated Shirley. She
bhad returned to it day after day, and
the thought that Armitage had taken
advantage of her deep Interest in Plok-
ett's charging gray line was annoying,
and she abruptly changed the subject

Shirley had speculated much as to
vhe meaning of Armitage's remark at

enough to know that a foreigner is
eften uuder suspiclon—particularly 4f ,

4
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pear, talking to a passenger.
“Shall we go In?" asked Armitage,

“Yes; it Is gotting cold.” replied Shir
ley.

on the dark deck, though they heanrd
volces near at hand,

Mr. and Mra Clalborne, when Shirley
was aware of some one lurking near.
A figure scemed to be croucking close
by, and she felt its furtive movements
and knew that It had passed, but re-
mained a few feet awany. Her hand
on Armitage's arm tightened.

*What is that? There is some one
following us*™ she sald

At the same moment Armitage, too,
becnme aware of the presence of n
Stooping fignre behind him. He stop-
ped abruptly and faced about.

“s quite still, Miss Clalborne.™
eered

t mbout, and Instantly, as
though

waiting for his volce, a tall
figure rose not & yard from him and a
long arm shot high above his head
and descended swiftly They were
close to the rall, and a roll of the ship
fent Armitage off his feet and away

from his assallant. Ehirley at the same
moment out her hands, defen
elvely or for support, and clutched the

threw

Ing hime=elf for another attempt when
Ehir selzed his arm As he drew
back a fold of his cloak «tlil lar in
Shirler's grasp, nnd she gave & sharp
litthe cry as the figure, ‘with a quick
Jerk, released the clonk and slipped
away into the shadows. A moment
later the lights were restored, and she
saw Armitage regarding ruefully a
jong siit 1o the left arm of his ulster.

“Are you hurt?! What has hap
pened 7 she demanded

“It must have heen a sea perpent,”
be replled, lnuching

The deck officer regarded them curk
ously as they blinked in the glare of

ik

A long arm ghot high above he head
and descended nwiftiy

lght and asked whether anrthing was
wrong. Armitage turned the matter
off

“lI guess It was a sea serpent” he
sald. “It bit a hole In my ulster, for
which I am not grateful.” Then In a
lower tone to Shirley: “That was cer-
taluly a strange proceeding. 1 am sor
£y you were startled, and I am under
greatest obligations to you, Miss Clal-
borne. Why, you actually pulled the
fellow nwayl®

“Oh, no," she returned lightly, but
still breathing hard; *“it was the in-
stinet of self preservation. 1 was un-
steady on my feet for a moment and
sought something to take hold of. That
pirate was the nearest thing, and 1
caught hold of his clonk. 1'm sure it
was a elonk, and that makes me sure
he was a human villain of some sort.
He dldn't feel In the least like a sea
serpent. Hut some one tried to injure
you—Iit I8 no Jesting matter”—

“SBome lunatic escaped from the steer
age probably. I shall report it to the
officers.”

“Yes:
Shirley.

“It was very strange. Why, the deck
of the King Edward Is the safest place
In the world, but it's something to
have had hLold of a sea serpent or &
pirate! 1 hope you will forgive me for
bringicg you into such an encounter,
but If you bhadn't caught his cloak”—

Armitige was uncomfortable and
a#nxlous to allay her fears. The inci-
dent was by no means trivial, as he
knew. Pussengers on the great trans-
atlantic stenmers are safeguarded by
every possible means, and the fact that
he had been attacked In the few min-
utes that the deck lights had been out
of order polnted to an esplonage that
was both close and daring. He was
greatly surprised and more shaken
than he wished Shirley to belleve. The
thing was disquieting enough, and It
could not but Impress her strangely
that he, of all the persons on board,
should have been the object of so un-
usual an assault. He was In the dis-
agreeable plight of having subjected
her to danger, and as they entered the
briiliant saloon he freed himself of the
ulster with its telltale gash and sought
to minimize her impression of the in-
cldent.

Shirley did not refer to the matter
again, but resolved to keep her own
counsel. She feit that any one who
would accept the one chance in a thou-
sand of striking down an enemy on &
steamer deck must be animated by
very bitter hatred. She knew that to

it should be reported,” sald

arm and shoulder of the man who had
assnlled Armitage. He bhad driven al
knife nt Johm Armitage and was pols

wits were at work. He at once soaght
the purser and scrutinized every name
on the passenger list. It was unlikely
that a siverage passenger could reach
the saloon deck unobmerved. A second
cabln passenger might do so, however,
and be sought among the names in the
second cabln list for a clew. He did
not belleve that Chauvenet or Durand
had boarded the King Edward. e
himself had made the boat only by &
quick dash, and he had left those two
gentlemen at Geneva with much to
consider,

It was, however, auite within the
probabllities that they would sena
mome one to watch him, for the two
men whom he had overheard In the
dark bhouse on the Houlevard Froissart
were active and resourceful rascals, he
had no doubt. Whether they would be
ahle to make anything of the clgarette
cake he had stupidly left behind he

could mnot econjectore, but the Impor-
‘ tance of recovering the packet he had
lrul‘ from Chaunvenet's cont was not a
i
|
|
|
|
]

trifie that rogues of their caliber would

e

There was, the purser sald. a
I man in the second cabin, who had
kept elome

telleved

to his berth
the

The steward
man to be a continental
#ort. who spoke bad German.
tnken the boat at Liverpool,
pald for his passage In gold, and. com
| plaining of [llness, retired, evidently
| for the voyage. His name was Peter

of some

! He had

Ludovic, and the steward described
him in Cotail,
“Big fellow, bullet head, bristling

mustache, small eves"—

“That will do,” sald Armitage. grin-
ning at the ease with which he idents-
fled the man.

*You understand that It 1 wholly I
regular for us to ler such a matter pasa
without acting,” sald the purser.

“It would serve no purposs and
might do barm. [ will take the re
sponsibility.™

And Jobhn Armitage made a memo
randum fa his notebook:

“Zmal ——; travels as Peter Lodo

Armitage carried the envelope which
he Lad cut from Chauvenet's coat pin-
ned into an inner pocket of his walst-
coat, and slnce boarding the King Ed
ward he had examined It twice daily
to see that 1t was intact. The three red
wax seals were In blank, replacing
those of lke size that had originally
beenn affixed to the envelope, and at
once after the attack on the dark deck
he opened the packet and examined the
papers, some half dozen sheets of thin
linen written Ina clerk’s clear hand In
black ink. There had been no mis
take In the matter. The packet which
Chauvenet had purloined from the old
prime miolster at Vienna had come
again Into Armitage’s hands. He was
dally tempted to destroy it and cast
it in bits to the sea winds, but he was
deterred by the remembrance of his
last interview with the old prime min.
later.

“Do something for Austria—some
thing for the empire.” These phrases
repeated themselves over and over
again In his mind unt!l they rose and
fell with the cadence of the high, wa-
vering volce of the cardinal archbishop
of Vienna as he chanted the mass of
requiem for Count Ferdinand von
Btroebel.

o b 4
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“THE KING 18 DEAD; LONG LIVE THE

OHN ARMITAGE linger
ed In New York for a
week, not to press the
Claiborues too closely,
then went to Washing-
ton., He wrote himself
down on the register of

the New American as John Armitnge,

Ciuch Tigl:, Mont, and took a4 suit

of rooms high ap, with an outlook that

swept Pennsylvania avenoe.

It was on the evening of a bright
April day that he thus established
himself, and after he had unpacked his
belongings he stood long at the win-
dow and watched the lights leap out of
the dusk over the city. He was In
Washington becaunse Shirley Clalborne
lived there, nud he knew that even If
he wished to do so hie could no longer
throw an alr of inadvertence Into his
meetings with her, He had been very
lonely In those days when he first saw
her abroad. The sight of her had lifted
his mood of depression, and now, after
those enchanted hours at sea, his com-
ing to Washington had been Inevitable.

Many things passed through his mind
as he stood at the open window. His
life, he felt, could never be again as it
had been before, and he sighed deeply
a8 he recalled his talk with the old
prime minister at Geneva. Then he
langhed quietly as he remembered
Chauvenet and Durand and the dark
=ouse on the Boulevard Froissart, but
the further recollection of the attack

torned away from the window mpa-
tlently. He had seen the gick second
cabln passenger leave the steamer af
New York. Mot had takes no trouble

either to watch or to avold him. Very

Established 180, "Phome 4180

JOHN FOXEL,

likely the man was under Instroctions

§
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mies angered bhim. Chauvenet was
likely to appear in Washington at any
time and would undoubtedly seek the
Clatbornes at once. The fact that the
msn was a scoundrel might In some
comfort, byt here again

5
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gneak a clalin past the watchdog eof
the treasury.”

The caller threw himself Intoa chalr
and rolled a fat, unlighted cigar abobt

In bhis mouthh, “You're a peach, aIf
right, and as offensively hale and hand-

some as ever. Wkhen Zre you golng to
the rapch?

“Well, not Just immediately. I want
to sample the fleabpota for a day ok
two."”

“You're getting soft; that's what the
matter with you. You're afrald of the
spring zephyrs on the Montana range,
Well, T'li ndmit that it's mather more
diverting here.”

“There is no debating that, senator.
How do you like being a statesman?
It was so sudden and all that. 1 read
an awful roast of you i nn English
paper. They took your electlon to the
sennte ns another evidence of the com
plete domination of our politics by the
plutocrats.”

Sanderson winked prodiglonsiy

“The papers have rather skinned me
but, ou the whole, 'l 4o very we
They say It {sn't respectable to b«
senator those days, but they onght
to hold It up agalnst & man that he
rich. If the Lord put silver ttae
mountains of Moutana and let me d|
it out, It's pothing against we. ls it

“Decidedly not! And If you want to
Invest It In a wmenatorship it's the
Lord's hand again. ™

“Why, sure!”™ And the senator from
Montana winked once wore. “But it's
expensive. I've got to be elected agnin
next winter—I'm only Glling out Bil
ings’ term—and I'm ot sure I can go
up against "

“Hut you are nothing If not unselfish
if the good of the country demands it
you'll not falter, if I know you.”

“There's hot water heat in this hotel
80 please turn off the hot alr. I saw
your foreman in Helena the last time
I was out there, and he was sober. |
mention the fact, knowing that I'm
Jeopardizing my reputation for verancl
ty. but it's the Lord's truth. Of course
you spent Christions at the old home
In England—one of those yule log and
plum pudding Christmases you read of
in novels. You Englishmen"—

“My dear Sanderson, don't eall me
Engliah! I've told you a dozen times
that I'm not English.™

“So you did, so youn Ald! I'd forgot-
ten that you're so sensitive about 1"
and Sanderson's eyes reganded Arm)
tage Intently for a moment, as though
he were trying to recall some previous
discussion of the young man's nativity

“1 offer you free awing at the bar,
senator. May | summon a Montaua
cocktnll?! You taught me the Ingredl
ents once—three dashes orange bitters
two dashes acld phosphate, half a jig
ger of whisky and half a jigger of Ital
ian vermuth. You undermined the
constitutions of half Mouotana with
that mess.™

Sanderson reached for his hat with
sudden dejection.

“The sprinkiing eart for me! I've
got a nerve speclalist engaged by the
year to keep me out of sanitariums. Bee
bere, 1 want you to go with us tonight
to the secretary of state’s push. Not
many of the Montana boys get this far
from home, and I want you for exhibl
tion purposes. Say, John, when I saw
“Clach Tight, Montana,”™ written on the
register down there It Increassd my
circulation seven beats! You're all
right, and I guesa you're about as good
an American as they make—anywhere
—John Armitage!™

The function for which the senator
from Montana provided an Invitation
for Armitage was a large affalr In
honor of several new ambassadors. At
10 o'clock Senator Sanderson was in-
troducing Armitage right and left as
one of his representative constituents.
Armitage and he owned adjolning
ranches In Montana, and Sanderson
called upon his neighbor to stand up
boldly for thelr state before the min-
fons of effeta monarchies.

Mrs. Sanderson had asked /rmitage
to return to her for a little Montana
talk, as she put it, after the first rush
of thelr entrance was over, and as he
walted In the drawing room for an op-
portunity of speaking to her he chatted
iUrll.ll Franzel, an attache of the Aus-
trian smbaser, to whom Sanderron had
! Introduced him. Franzel was n gloomy
Young man with a monocle, and he
was walting for a particular girl. who
Bappensd to be the davghter of the
‘& -nlsh ambassador And, this belng

; Ing room, and Armitage shared for the
| moment the advantage that lay In the
| Austrian’s point of view. Armitage
t had balf expected that the Claibornes
| would be present at a function as gcom-
prehensive of the higher official world
4s this, and he Intended asking Mrs.
Sanderson if she knew them as woon
a8 opportunity offered. The Austrisn
attache proved tiresome, and Armitage
wus about to drop hhn, when suddeniy
he caught sight of Shirley Cls’borne
at the far erd of the broad hall. Her
4 was turned partly toward bim
saw her for
Then
at
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i
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“Welcome cnce more, constitnent:
We're proud o see you, I can tell yon
Our hiost owns some marvelous tapes
tries, and they're hung out tonight for-

the world to see.” She guided Arml
tage toward the secretary’'s gallery on
an apper floor. Thelr host was almost
ns famous as A connolsseur ns for his
achlevements In diplomacy, and the
gallery was a large apartment in which
every article of furniture, as well as
he paintings, tapestries and speci-
mens of pottery, was the careful cholce
of a thoroughly cultivated taste.

“It isn't merely an art gallery. It's
the most beautiful room in America,”
murmured Mrs. Sanderson,

“l can well belleve it There's my
favorite Vibert—I wondered what had
become of 1™

“It isn't surprising that the secretary
is making a great reputation by his
dealings with forelgn powers. It's a
poor ambassador who could not be per-
sunded after an hour In this splendid
room. The onrdinary affairs of life
should not be mentioned here A
king's coronation would not be out of
place—in fact, there's a chair In the
corner against that Gobelin that would
serve the situation The old gentle
man by that eabinet is the Baron von
Marbof, the ambassador from Austria-
Hungary. He's a brother-in-law of
Couut von Stroebel, who was murdered
5o horribly in a rallway earrlage a few
weeks ago.™

“Ah, to be sure! 1 haven't seen the
baron in years. e has changed Ut-
tle.”

“Then you knew him—in the old
country
“Yea; 1 used to see hlm—when |

was a boy,” remarked Armitage

Mrs. Sanderson glanced at Armitage
shurply. She had dined at his ranch
house Iln Montana and knew that he
Uved llke a gentleman; that hls house
1ts appolntments and service were un
usual for a western ranchman. And
she recalled, too, that she and her hus
baud had oftens apeculnted as to Armi
tage's antecedents and history without
arriving at any conclusion in regard to
him

The room had slowly filled, and they
strolled about, dividing attention be-
tween distingunished personnges and
the not less celebrated works of art.

“Oh, by the way, Mr. Armitage,
there's the girl I have chosen for you
to marry, 1 suppose it would be just
as well for you to meet her pow,
though that dark little forelgner seems
to be monopolizing her.”

“l am wholly agreeable,” laughed
Armitage. **The sooner the Letter and
be done with 1i."”

“Don’t be so frivolous. There, yon
can look safely now. 8he's stopped to
speak to that baid and pink justice of
the supreme court—the girl with the
brown eyes and halr., Have | care!”

Shirley and Chauvenet left the ven-
erable justice, and Mra. Sanderson in-
tercepted them at once,

“To think of all these beautiful
things in our own America!” sxclalmed
Bhirley. “And you, Mr. Armitage”—

“Among the other curfos, Miss Cla}
borue.” laughed John, taking her hand.

“But 1 haven't introduced you yet,”
began Mrs. Sanderson, puzzied.

“No; the King Edward d1d that. We
crossed tegether. Oh, M. Chauvenet,
let me present Mr, Armitage” said
Shirley, seeing that the men had not
spoken,

The sitoation amused Armitage, and
he smiled rather more broadly than
Was necessary In expressing his pleas-
ure at meeting M. Chanvenet. They
regarded each other with the swift in-
tentneas of men who are used to the
sharp exercise of thelr eyes, and when




